128            POEMS OF EASTER WEEK

CHRISTMAS EVE IN PRISON
Do not be lonely, dear, nor grieve
This Christmas Eve.
Is it so vain a thing
That your heart's harper, Dark Roseen,
A wandering singer, yet a queen,
Crowned with all her seventeen stars,
Outside your prison bars
Stands carolling ?
TO C. M. ON HER PRISON BIRTHDAY
FEBRUARY, 1917
What has time to do with thee,
Who hast found the victors' way
To be rich in poverty,
Without sunshine to be gay,
To be free in a prison cell ?
Nay, on that undreamed judgment day,
When, on the old world's scrap-heap flung,
Powers and empires pass away,
Radiant and unconquerable
Thou shalt be young.
COMRADES
TO CON
The peaceful night that round me flows,
Breaks through your iron prison doors,
Free through the world your spirit goes,
Forbidden hands are clasping yours.
The wind is our confederate,
The night has left her doors ajar,
We meet beyond earth's barred gate,
Where all the world's wild Rebels are.